ARMINIUS IN THE CHERRY TREE

flashing of sun among the thick leaves. Priscus,
hating it all, disturbed in all the roots of his young
life, pressed down his face against the tree trunk,
trying not to think. But Thymelicus looked out and
out, and across the pale shafts of light that slanted
delicately among the shadows of the pine-wood
beyond them. North somewhere lay his father's
kingdom, that grim place where no fruit trees blos-
somed over clear lawns. But this alone could be his
now. For his old world here had turned unreal and
cruel. Antonia - her face changing as he spoke -
and then, when she screamed, unkind, ungentle -
those hands whose softness he half knew already,
crooked and clawing at him! He screwed his eyes
up, it made him dizzy to think of the afterwards:
things they had said to him. And Italicus at the back
of the room, listening and grinning! Would it be the
same for him when he was older? Priscus had said
she was for neither of them. But could he trust a
Roman now? Friendship was all a lie too. Oh, he
might think himself lucky to be still alive, not to have
been killed as a child, son of Rome's worst enemy!
But Italicus - his father had been a traitor, he would
get all the good of it: citizenship, honour, Antonia,
. . . Horror, the cherry twigs danced green, green
against blue sky as the bough shook under him. And
where was Priscus now? Gone, he too, gone away:
nothing left, only Italicus, his cousin, laughing at
him, knowing what a fool he had been. And perhaps
Antonia laughing too now!
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